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down to their Christmas Eve fare: coarse chaff-
cake, watery sour milk, mutton, turnip stew.
The solitary dip casts a yellowish light on the
lean faces round the table. The frost crackles,
bringing a greeting from many other homes
where other families are at this moment eating
with similar feelings. Men and women with
solemn eyes; thin-necked children chewing with
difficulty as though each morsel swallowed was
accompanied by unseen tears.

The lofty heavens with their stars look down
on this phase in the history of a lowly people,
watching the efforts it is making to keep alive
the flickering flame of life for coming, unforeseen
fates, for times happier and times more desperate
even than these, two, five decades, centuries
ahead. The heavens see immense forests where
gold in millions slumbers beside a dying beggar
and a flame-eyed lynx. In the clearings the
heavens see grey villages, where here a man
dreams sated dreams of the farms soon to fall
into his hands, there another lies asleep in the
knowledge that this is the last Christmas he will
ever sleep in his inherited home, and where in
packed refuges for vagrants, the clinics, those
branches of the nation to which no part has
been assigned in coming events slowly dis-
integrate. So varied are the sights the heavens
see huddled together in one common grey
harmony; the time of sharpest discord is not